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NIGHT LIFE/GATE OF HELL 


The mouth is one of the gates of hell. —-- 
Japanese proverb 


Black sun 

On white landscape 
Silent steps 

Of shadow 


Blue sun 

On grey landscape 
Rumors rumors 
Of darkness 


II 


The spikes 

Of the clock 
Impale 

The falling minute 


Each second 
Jumps 

To its death 
Fleeing the fire 


We jump to 
Our death 
Impaled 

Or remain here 


Burning in our fires 


Il 


Black roads 
Of white dust 
Moonlight 
Like chalk 


Men of blue shadows 
Women of 

Deeper shade O 
Labyrinth of graves 


Deep roads 
Through 

The night the night 
Of the guitar 


The wind 
Of brushed cymbals 


IV 


Where you have set 
Your hand 

On the wooden bar 
A card of fate 

Has been set 


You cannot see it 
And yet you pick it up 


V 


Labyrinth of streets 
This way and 

That way 

And yet no way out 


So many routes 

In the crowded bar 
Each face 

A mask of black leaves 


O hell-red 
Exit sign 
And yet 
No way out 


VI 


Bright globe 

Of mirrors 
Suspended 

Over the dance floor 


Light-spokes 

Come from it 

Like streaks of light 
In teary eyes 


O sacred heart 

Radiating gold threads 

Your miraculous appearance 
Here in the crowded dark 


And when the ball 
Begins to spin 

(Love makes 

This world go round) 


Leopard spots of light 
Flow over the walls 
Fan out 

Across the ceiling 


Leopard spots 

Or peacock-tail eyes 
Ovals of light 

Like blood corpuscles 


Flowing past 
Along the artery's 
Throbbing and 
Narrow walls 


Vil 


Dressed 
In black fishnets 
Peekaboo blouse 


She thinks 
The street a slot 
Her life a quarter 


Dressed 
In black fishnets 


How many, 

How many quarters 
Can be shoved 

Into a slot ? 


Dressed 
In black fishnets 
And peekaboo blouse 


VI 


The wind 

Sounds like sand 
Pouring down 
Through dry leaves 


Leave me here 
In the dark square bleeding 


The night 

Is an hourglass 
Spilling 

Its tiny stars 


Leave me here 
In the dark square bleeding 


The world 

Is the narrow waist 

Where the sand falls through 
Packed close for an instant 


Yet leave me here 
In the dark square bleeding 


The concrete 

Horizon 

Is full of red lights 

Of orange and pink lights 


Please leave me here 
In the dark square bleeding 


IX 


A young 
Woman 

Vomits 
Forehead against 


The parking meter 


O moon 

In black trees 
Green eyes 

Hide in the night 


O red sun 
Under the earth 
What red eyes 
Watch you ? 


XI 


Pills 
In the hand 


Lines 
In the hand's palm 


Pathways 


XI 


Stung 
By the wasp 
Of brandy 


The scorpion 
Of tequila has 


Its stinger 


Deep in your throat 


XUI 


O love 
My sting 


Has been 
Sucked 


Out of me 


A hook 
Stuck 
In the gaping fish 


Of your mouth 


XIV 


Woman 
So lovely 


Mascaraed 
In darkness 


XV 


Hideous 
The nakedness 
Of a face 


SUITE FOR MUSIC 


The Task 


Night wood. Dark paths. 
Small candle deep 
In the tunnel of trees, 


How long must I carry you? 
How far into the night? 


No One 
Green moonlight 
On broken pavement. 


In the distance -- 
A car, 


Some people walking 
And a voice off... 


Somewhere. 


Listening 


Very last light of evening. 
At horizon 
A door is sealed. 


Rumors of light 
Just past 
The wall of night. 


Solitude 


How you cry out 
Silent 
In the silence 


O drunken 
Drunken voice. 


Oedipus 


Hand on my face 
Eyes in my head 


My 
Fingers 

In my eyes 
My eyes 


O the darkness 


Longing 


One grain of light 
Far in the blue of early night 


Once again 
Evening star 


Secrets Everywhere 


Standing so drunk 
On the street 


Wind trees and 
Wind and trees 


Moonlight 
Through yellow leaves 


There are secrets 
Secrets everywhere 


Self-Portrait 


Tire scars 
In the frozen mud 
Filling up with snow 


My eyes my nose my mouth 
Filling up with the dark 


Sunset and Night Suite 


1 
A single tree at the edge of the plain 


Sunset blades cut through the cresting wave of the tree 
whose lungs open to the drowning mouth of fire 


Sun-scream echoing across darkened distances 
Continent-wide light structures altering, fading 
Crab nebula of violet and purple cloud 
with alto-cirrus pincers 
Raveled braids, ringlets of charcoal cumuli 


A single red eye narrowed, radiating, blinding 


The blackened landscape a stony shelf 
before the bright red Medusa 


But the sun itself drowns in sunset, pulled down by a 
vanishing point 
The continent is drawn down 
in the space-vortex 
Now the cindered ultraviolet locks 
The planet-scape of carbon 


2 


Memory on memory 
now filled with fountain-oblivion 


Astonishing raiment of the night sky 


filled with cloud-tatters 
Glories 


Pomp and processional of sunset 
filled with streaks of blood 
Witnessed by no one 


3 


In the twilight -- now — 
There is more than one world. 
There are two -- one of darkness, 


The world that we see every day, 
Though now, in the striations of the scorched sun, 


It is dimmed; 

And one of light 

Never yet seen, though still guessed at, 

Sensed 

In the unspoken words withheld from the dreamer 
By the dream, 


Glimmering along the sunset-lambent illuminated edges 
Of buildings, 

Seen 

Through the frost leaves of yellow and gold 

Where a tree 

Has risen up through the sidewalk, 

Wrought iron cage and all. 


In the twilight, in the dusk -- now — 
There are two worlds 
Which intermingle. 


No one can predict what will happen. 


4 


Now 
Open to the living darkness 
tree of no single voice 


Tree of a million million pages 
Multiplying in the archive of each instant 


And the million voices 
living 
unliving 
page upon page 


Folded in the eye of every leaf 


Open the eye there 
folded up in the night 


The eyes that say yes 
if a letter -- yes one letter only -- 
Less than a syllable 
is dropped or forgotten 
This the tiniest gateway 
yet all 


By which all might come flooding and flooding 


Bright waters 
light 


And bright waters 
voices 
Open the eyes there 
folded up in the night 
Eyes of a million pages 
mouths of a million voices 
these voices 


Open the eyes there 
folded up in the night 
Open to the bright unlimited darkness 
the wind-filled 
agitating freedom 


Of the cosmos 


And yet still 
The enormous eye of the night sky 


So wide wide open 
to a chip of moon 


5 


Bundles of stars 
and the sharp stick of light jabbed in so far 


Isee it is a time of blindness after all 


Is no eye open in the planet of stone 
falling through silence? 


The stars have secreted their voices 
in the wings of the white moth 
In the green wings of the Luna moth 
the eye of the jaguar 
In the amber wings of the Io moth 
the choruses of parchment 
In the black wings of the Promethea moth 


the Queen of Spades 


The orders of unreason and the box of paradigms 
Poisonous metal of the seven deadly sins 
O poisonous satisfaction 
Greed with its eyes of coal 
and its heart of snow 
Conceit 
so proud of its carrot-like nose 


And pride so pleased with its conceit 


Poisonous satisfaction 


6 

And then to awake 

And yet what do you do? Where do you look? 
What's the first thing you see? 


Whispering of the voice of worms 
the centipede awareness of the Self 


Nothing can penetrate that segmented life 
Armor on armor 
chitonous form of Man 

Tripodal locomotion 

(legs move three at a time 

for greater stability) 
At least one hundred legs in all 

for firm and ratifiable 
possession 


Poisonous satisfaction 


The fellowship of hydrocarbons 
The communion of stupefaction 
The entertainment of genocide 

The life of the death of the body 


The death of the life of the soul 


How many names to be signed on this line? 


7 


You 
there in the directed powers of the cosmos 
that move about you around you 


Speaking through the lapses of the rational intelligence 


You who are the subject of a million syllables 
spoken not by you but for you 
And before you 
in the darkness where 
you've almost lost the nerve to take one further step 


You around whom the darkness glitters with its numinous 
activity 
Like the moonlight shine on running-together streams 
in the dark river 


Powers within each breath of conscious life 
Each syllable of consciousness 
each moment of your active 
being, there 


The blue-green moonlight brings out flowers 
From the depths of the midnight garden in the backyard 


The flowers 
are visible in the dark 


And their color is not their color 


it is another thing 


Blue-yellow flowers against the dark 
suspended 


it is other than it seems 


You 
who bury every breath of the night air in yourself 
Somewhere 
and not even very deep within 
yet buried still and dead 
You 


in whom so much is lost 
in whom so much has disappeared 


8 
Filled 

though unknowing 

with the active powers of the day 

Held 

now 

open to infinities of night 

A witness 


for this moment 
to the eternity of its powers 


In whom so much is slumbering 
Around whom so much is awake 


9 
O tall 
Tall 
wind-agitated 


tree of night 


Night-tree 
an ascending column 


And far beyond and around it 
the falling lights 


Day has its one world only 
The night has so many 


Yet what do you have inside of you 
Tree of no single voice? 


How many worlds 


Universes 
would you need 


To speak it? 


10 


Star-milk 


Sipped through the straw of infinity 
fills the desiring eye 
The salt sea 
in a tear drop of moments 


Distended 
distended 
distended 


Farther and farther 


LIFE WRITING 


1 Life Writing 


Brief thaw and 
blue light. 
Sodden evening, 


the ice made thin 
as bible paper 
by the sun. 


The wall of sleep, 
the sentences. 


The skin of the mirror 
peals away. 


Far beneath, within, 
wires leading 
elsewhere. 


Cold wind blown 
down from 
the opening of night. 


The pages will not 
let you return 
to the first line. 


In the water 

there are silences, 
and in each silence 
pages and still pages. 


2 To the Small Place 


Leaf-fall and rain 

In the evening. 

Yellow green streaks 
Across purple light. 

Water stone glittering stilly. 


More rain comes after, then 
Night wing. I pass 

Through the tree’s feathers -- 
White face spider thread, 


Moonlit owl shadow, 

Place of smallest steps, 
Air-breath, water-tap, 

Sand mud and needle weave mat. 


3 Catastrophe 


Echoed laughter 

of well water 
breaking 

night’s iris and pupil 


Stars bleed 
into the surface 


The quiver of ripples 
is a page 
leafed away 


And the well 
drinks all of space 
down into itself 


At the bottom 

that cannot be there 
the faint light 

of voices 


4 Sky 


Grate 

Of burning coals 

Falls below 

The charred limits of earth 


It drops past 

The edge of infinity, 
Past the eyelid of earth 
Always closed 


Carbon smudge 

Of finger prints 

Prints the whole air 
Yet the horizon's hand 


Can never stop closing 

Fingers snuff the last flame 
Sun-candle 

Quenched in the wax caul of cloud 


And later, candle-light 

Lies sunk in stars, 

Infinitely far 

Beneath the letters of darkness 


5 Winter Morning, Traces 


Do not rush. Do not grasp. Open. 


Winter morning. The snow, in grey light, is lavender on the 
roofs of the houses nearby. My bathroom window is 
open. A fir tree stands in the yard next door with its 
chevrons of snow. Suddenly a crow flaps heavily in 
the topmost boughs, shaking down blue dustings of 
snow. How soon the morning has started. 


It is just as I thought when I was young: at dawn the roofs 
of the houses are nothing if not a map of desire. 


I stand at the bathroom mirror. The hot water rushes from 
the tap with the force of an arrow from its bow. The 
steam rises. 


The mirror grows foggy and damp. My face is hard to 
discern, misted over, as though from someone's 
heavy breathing on the glass. Soon I can no longer 
see it. 


This morning I notice that my face is the same, and yet 
different. Does one really notice these differences or 
are they imagined ? 


Every morning your face looks the same, although it may 
have changed subtly. Then what of the face beneath 
that one, and the one beneath that? 


6 Class 


Green light of 

The setting sun 

Past the black bramble of trees 
And the dark rooftops 


O I would reach 

My hand far out 

And far beyond that faint green 
Reaching out toward the past 


Reaching outward to touch 
The leaves of the trees 

The early spring rain 
Falling cool onto a face 


My mother and my father 
Before I knew them 
When they were young 
The lives they never had 


The bright world unknown 


\ 
7 Italian Immigrants, North Country 


Tall grass 

Of the yellow field 

Seethes dryly 

In October. Light is orange 
Above the amber horizon. 
Rusty-shadowed clouds 
Cross the sky. 

Counterpart waves of shadow 
Run over the face of earth. 
Grass ripples and grows dim 
In rust-red light. 


Blood clot sun. 
Horizon of dried blood. 


There is no one here now. 


But who is coming? 

There where the fence post, 
Rain-gnawed and grey, 
Hangs askew, 

Or where an old path fades 
Among small apple trees? 


Who measured off 

Hotbeds? 

Bound up bundles of onions? 
Who comes with two saw horses? 
Who goes with nothing? _ 


8 The Old Town 


Around the monument in the public square 
There are new flowers planted. 

They haven't yet come up. What kind are they? 
Don't bother. Names will be different soon. 


Copper twilight falling, filling the entire world. 
The ragged clouds of after-storm. 

Long shadows in the puddled, shining street. 
The indigo sunset. Two black crows in a tree. 


The wet black trees. The wind and the rain. 
Church bells. The traffic's noise. Some people 
Walking together into a bar. Twilight and silence. 
The evening echoes far into the other world. 


9 Boundary 


I 

Pink sunset 

O winter sky 

Do I feel my life passing by 
I wonder 


II 


Winter sky at evening 
Pink light flushes the tan bricks of a chimney 
Purple smoke billowing 


The air so cold 


Ill 


All the beautiful faces 
Of the passers by 


10 CITY AFTERNOON 


Rain changes 

The air the 

Space dark grained 
Between the buildings 
Teary headlights 


And the street 

Glassy with it 

The wet 

Windows the water beads 
The sign bits 


The streaked 

Compass sections 

Of the windshield wipers 
The red light 

Also wet 


11 Oklahoma 


I Dawn 


Pumpkin-colored. Earth. 


Il Wind 


Trees reach out so far to catch me. 


Ill Midday Sun 


My hand is on your head, leaning. 


IV Shadow 


At midday 
Shadows are cut 
In the red clay, 
Clay the color 


Of an orange flower pot. 
And the edge of a shadow 
Is straight. 


Here there is one pink stone 
Half inside of it. 


V_ Nativity Outside the Indian Baptist Church 


Beside the wooden corn crib 

Mary and Joseph, 

Two large and hollow plastic statues, 
Have been blown down by the wind. 


They lie face down in the dirt 
Like drunks collapsed in the street. 


12 


Diminishment 


Staying up late reading one night 

I thought with a quiet and subdued joy -- 

Half thought, really, or, it was less than thought 

But an inward and private shiver of comfort -- 

Of the wonderful dinner you had made that night, 

Of the equally nice one you were planning for 
tomorrow, 

Thought with gratitude of the fascinating book, 

Of the glowing warm space heater by the bed. 

(It was mid-February, cold and snow outside.) 


Then suddenly, unaccountably, 
A change occurred. 
Something was taken from me. 


For there are many 
Who do not have 
Warm beds to sleep in, 
Glowing space heaters, 
Books, food. 


13 Night air comes through... 


Night air comes through the open window. 
I'm lying here, my light's not out yet. 

‘What am I doing now?’ I think, 

then even that thought leaves me... 
stretched lengthwise, leaning on one elbow. 
A gnat the size of a period 

crawls across the burning white page 

then flies up in a tiny manic spiral. 

And then I turn the light out. 


14 The Unfinished World 


Down in the cleft 

Of night, the pipe 

Of the lamp’s neck 

Fills the room with 

Dusty particles, cilia, bright atoms, 
Eye motes showered out 

Into the cubicled darkness 

Piled round with books, 

A box of dark top soil where 

The seeds of light might lodge, 


Pushing roots into all corners. 
I turn the tap off: blank, 

Then ragged buds of space 
Bloom in an emptiness. 
Darkness spreads then settles 
Into outlines of dim forms. 
Darkness must settle then 
For my crumpled shape, 

For my ticking mind. 


Where have you gone 

That were so furious 

Once for justice, truth? 

The voice must whisper 

Here at the fraying end 

Of patience, life, and time. 

My mind must pause 

And wait for stillness, blindness 
To restore its clarity. 

Where have you gone 

That were so marked 

For beauty and its cadences? 
Soon though you must fling 
Your voice, your self 

Into the clamorous 

Spaces, dark assemblies, nonetheless, 
And once again, after a time 
Return to write 

The bright, unfinished world. 


FIRST OF ALL AND ALWAYS 


Hands of the wind over the naked face of the earth. 
Along paths of the earth, and on the waters, 
The opening eyes of the humans. 


I 


Rising from sleep and smoke, we move from distance to 
what is near. In the cupped hands of the water it also grows 
distant, rumors and rumors of stars. 


II 


Take up the glass, but don’t hold onto it. 


Ill 


Work your hand into the dirt like a mole. Go on all the way 
up to the wrist and then still more. When you do, you feel 
the webbing of the plant’s hair-like roots. Does the hand 
enjoy this world of cool dampness and pressure? Almost 
instinctively it hollows out a small hole amid the taut 
strings of the larger roots, as though it were forming around 
itself the belly of a guitar. 


IV 


Is it possible that the flower I see in my mind when I think 
of a flower, and yet no particular one, is the same as the 
flower a Mayan peasant might have seen two thousand 
years ago when he did the same ? What flower could this 
be? 


V 


That point in life when the erotic becomes a resource one is 
keeping in reserve; it is not present all the time. In youth 
there had been a deluge, but now there is only an earthen 
jug of cool water kept in the dark of a cellar. 


VI 


Now: vacant honeycomb of the cigarette ash. 


VUl 


At the edge of the city, Time is only the tall grass waving. 
Men will become the seeds of tall grass. Women.... 


IX 


You speak of the infinite faces of the living. Yes. But is it 
only humans who live? Flocks of crows, the small trout in 
the stream, horses, my dog with his topaz eyes. And then, 
too: the wind in the trees, the trees themselves, the rain, the 
clouds.... 


A mummy of ash beneath the pyramid of a fiery grate. 
With a poker I break open wrappings of unexpected jewels. 


XI 


Someone asks, When are you most tenaciously alive? In 
sleep. 


XI 


When is the fist the most beautiful part of the body? And 
yet surely the hand is. 


Xi 


Sitting by the open window drinking a cup of tea, the 
branches with their green buds, the air still cool yet filled 
with the scent of grasses and the rain, the evening light 
sunk just below the peak of the high roof, the plum colored 
shingles of the other roofs, glare of reflected sunset on the 
greenhouse panes, traffic sounds from the next street over, 
the stereo from upstairs and, as though from the greatest 
distance, the sound of the church bell. 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had occasion to discuss aspects of his past and 
current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 


purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 
Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 


if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 
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